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e cort load of 'em fer 75 cents. ™m
wke yer measure fer one ke It fer
16, too gquick!" and the little fe'low
leaned back from his work and laughed
up in my face with absolute derislon.
I pulled my hat more closely down
for fear of recognitlon, but was reas-
sured a moment later as he went on:
“Wisht you lived here; you'd be old
fruit fer us fellows. I can see you
now o-takin' wind—and we'd give it to

1, A Christmas Story
?JamesWhitcombRiley

you mighty slick now, don't you fer
git!" and us the boy renewed his worlk,
I.think his Iittle, ragged body shook
lesd with Industry than mirth. :

“Wisht I'd s#truck you 'bout ten
o'clock this morning!" and, as he
spoke, he paused again and looked up
in my face with real regret. *“Oh,
you'd 'n' been the lovellest suclker of
‘em all! W'y, you'd 'a’ went the whole
pot yerse'r!"

“How do you mean?" sald I, drop-
ping the cigar I held.

“How do I mean? Oh, you don't
‘want to smoke this thing agaln dfter
Ats a-rollin’ round in the dirt!"

“Why, you dont smoke,”" sald I,
- jreaching for the clgar lhie held behind
him; -

i ".\rﬁé_!_ Oh, what you glvin' me?”

‘Come, let me have it,” I sold, sharp-
1y, drawing a case from my poeket and
toking out another cigar.

! “Ohy you want .m light” he 'sald,
Dhanding ms the stub and watching me
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clgar, could you, cup?”

“1 don't know," sald I, as though
dellberating on tho matter. “What
was that you wero going to tell me fust
now? You started to tell me what o
‘lovely sucker’ I'd have been had you
met me this morning. How did you
mean?”

“Glve me a cigar and 'l tell you.
Oh, come, now, cap; give me a smoker
and Il give you the whole game, 1
will, now, honest!"

I Lield out the open case.

“Nothin' mean about you, fs they?"
he sald, eagerly takiug a fresh cigar
in dne hand and the stub in the other.
“A ten-center, tco—oh, I guess not!"

But, to my surprige, he took the stub |’

between his Yps, and began opening
his cont: “Guaus 'l fist fat this daley,
and save ‘er up for Christmas, No, I
won't elther,” he broke in suddenly,
with a bright, keen flash of second
thought. "Tell you what I'll do,” hold-
ing up the cigar and gazing at it ad-
miringly; “she's a ten-center all right,

‘I sin’t -she?"

1 nodded.

“And worlth every cent of it, too,
ain’'t she?" e A

“Bvery cent of it," I repeated.

“Then give me a nickel, and she's
Yourn—'cause {f you can afford to give
this to me fer nothin’, looks ke I ort
10 let you have itifer half price,” and
as 1 laughingly dropped the nickel in
his hand he .concluded, “And they's
nothin' mean about me, neither!"”

“Now, go on with your story,” said L.
How about this ‘garhe’ you were ‘gly-
Ing' this morning?. .. .
< SWell, 1 tell ‘you, cap. ' Us fellers
bas got to lay fer ever’ nickel, ‘cause
none df us i bondholders; and they's
Gays and duys iogvilier when we don't
malke enough to even starve on. What
1 mean is, we on'y make encugh to pay
fer aggrevatin’' our appetites with jist

|| about enough chuck to keep us staryin’

bungry, Bo, you sce, whon &' feller
ain’t got nothin’ else to do, and his
appetite won't eleep in the same bunk
with  him, he's bound to git on to
epin’' crooked, and git up all sorts
o' doflgen to git plong. Some givos
'em one thing, 01 @'Bome’ anotler, but
you bet they. got fo be mighty slick
now, ! "callga ..pacple - won't': have
‘orphans,’ and ‘fits,’ 7 2id “cripples,” and
‘drunk fathers," and, ‘mothers that eats
morphine, and . ‘white-swellin’ and
‘consumption;’* and ' all’ that gort o
taffy!. Got to git'er down finor'n that!
But I been azittn® Io my work all the
same,.don’t ycu ferglt! You won't ever
blow, mow?' . .. 1
\ : “How could I ‘blow, and what {f.1
did? I don't live here,” I replied.
“Well,. you: bettor never blow, any-
how; 'cause if ever us duffers would

.| &it onto it you'd be a sp'iled oystar!®
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“Perfectly
!gq i

is: about wha_t_ she'll say if you
give “HER” a Diamond ring for
Christmas; and if you get it here.

|she’ll be “DELIGHTED! tod—
{because "'SHE" knows that it will

be O. K. in every detail. . '
‘Our prices on Diamonds, as

well as all ‘other Jewelry of Qua!-

ity can’t be beat! Come seell” .

. I'hardly knew what impulde prompt-

“Go on," I gald, with an assuring
tone.

“*The lay I'm on Jist ‘now,” he con-

tinued, dropping his voice and looking
cautlously around, "is a-hidin' my box
and a-rushin’ in, Auddent-like, where
they's crowd o' nobs a-talkin' politics
er somepin’, and a-jist startin’' In, and
‘fore they know what's a-comin’ I'm
a-flashin' up a nickel er a dime, and
a-tellin’ 'em if T only had enough more
to make 50 cents I could buy a blackin”
box, and wouldn't have ta ast no boot
o' my grandmother! And two minutes
chinnin® does It, don’t you see, cause
they don’t know noth!n' 'bout blackin’
boxes; they'te jist as soft as you air.
They got an idy, maybe, that blackin’
boxes comes all the way from Chiny,
with cokeyr it whiskers pncked 'round
‘em; and | make it adlld by a-sayin’
I'm on'y gc a' to git a second-hand box
—see? But that ain't the p'int—It's
the Mr. Nickel I already got. Oh! 1t'll
paralyze ‘em ever’ time! Sometimes
fellers’ll make up 75 cents er a dollar,
and tell me to ‘git a new box, and go
into the business right.! That's a thing
ithat always rattles me. Now, if they'd
,on'y growl a little and look like they
'was fist a-puttin® up ‘cause the first
one did, I can stand it; but when they
'g0 to pattin’ me on the head, and
a-tellin' me ‘that's right, and ‘not to
.be afeared o' work," und I'll ‘come out
:all right,’ and a tellin' me to ‘glt a good
‘'substantial box while I'm a-gittin’,
and a-ponyin' up handsome, thero's
rwhere I weaken—I do, honest!” And
mever so plainly as at that moment
‘did I see within his face and in his
.eyes the light of true nobility,
“You see,” he went on, In a tone of
,volce half courage, half apology, “'I' got
‘a family on my hands, and I' Jist got
to git along somehow! I covid git along
.on the syuare deal as long as mother
wag allve—'cause she'd work—but ever
sence she dled—and that was winter
'fore last—I've kind o' had to double
on the old thing all sorts o’ ways. But
Sis don't know {t. Sls, she thinks I'm
the squarest muldoon in the busliness,”
and even side by slde with the homely
utterance & great sigh faltered from
his Yps.

“And who fs Bis?" I inquired with
new interest.

“8ls?" he repeated, knocking my foot
from the box, and leanipg back, still
in the old position, his hat now lying
on the ground beside him, and his
frobwzy halr tossed backward from the
full, broad brow—*"Who's Bis?" he re-
peated with an upward smile that al-
most dazzled me—"“W'y, Bis {s—ig—
W'y, Bis {s the boss girl—and don't you
fergit ft!" K ; - %

No need had he to tell me more than
this 1 knew wha “Sis"” was hy tha
light of pride In the uplifted eyes: I
knew who “8is" was by the exultation
in the ‘broken volce, and the half-de-
flant tossing of the.frowsy head; I

JEnew who “Sis” was by .the little,

naked hands thrown upward openly; I
kuew_who “Sis" was by the tear:that
darad to trickle through the dirt upon
her:ragged brother's face. And don’t
you forget it! - et lert
*; O that boy- down there .upon ‘his
knees!—there in the cindeérs and the

.MHrt—go far, far down bendath.us that

‘we irample on his breast and grind ‘our
heels into his very heart: O that hav
there, With his lifted eyes, antt God's
own glory ' shining in. his face, has
taught me, with an eloquence beyond
the ‘trick of msllowssoundines words
and ‘metaphor, -that love may find a
purer. home :beneath the rags of poy-
erty ‘and vicé than in all the great
warm heart of Charity. - i -

¢d me, but as the boy, roge to his feet
and held his hand out for.the compen-
sat'on for his waork, I caught the little
dinyy palm. close; cloge within <my’
own,.and wrong it as’ I wonld have
Wwrullg the hand: of -zome great cons
Jueror: (AR AR S B Sl P
The little- fellow stired at-me . in
wonderment, and although his lips
ware silent, I cannot -hut belleve that
had they parted with the utterange
within his heart my feeliugs had re-
velved no higher recognition than the
old contemptuous - phrase,” “Oh, what
!f_-\k givin''me?”. ... Lo 0 S
vAnd g0 you've got.a familly. on your
hands?” I inquired, recovering an eir
of 'simple curlosity, and toylng in my
pocket with some bita of change: “How
much of a famlly?? = ;- ol
s :.“On.'t{thl.‘n.ﬂf s m.bh-__\‘ s e
. "Only’ three: ot you, éh? Yourself,
and Sis, and—and—" | S
‘*The old man,” sald tho 'boy; uneas-

seemad to' swallow an utterance.more
Dbitter, he added, “And he ain't no.good
oh earth!™. ' | o oooc R T
“Can't work?™ iiqueried.

“He won't ‘vzérk—he won't .do nothin’
=—on'y budge! “And I hat to steer him
in ever' 3
pull him any more—they won't let him'

him in a parler, "cause he's & plury
goner now, and lable fo' croak any
“Linble'to what? gaid I.7 /5 = 1
“Liable to jist keel over— vink out,
Jimjems, X' guess. Had a feartul

fnatines with him last night!’ ‘You
he comes all ¢ j 0,

+Jisi:tell that foller fer me that I'm his’

| born, to gasp its Arst {éw minutes help

ily; and after .6 -pause, In which he |
“Won't work,” sald the boy, bitterly, |

night, "cause the cops won't ‘
dn the station houss more'n they'd lat |

you Enow—'cause he has fits —xind o’}

quarter he saw me slip her; and ft
Jist happened I run fnoto him that eve-
ning and got him in, or he'd a froze te
death. I guess he must ‘s’ kind o' had
‘em last night, ‘cause he waa the wild-
est man you ever zee—sgaw grasshop-
pers with paper collare em, and old
sows with feather-duster tails—the
durndest program you ever heard of!
And he got so bad onc't he was a-goin’
to belt Sis, and did try it; and—and 1
had to chug him one or he'd ‘a’ done It.
And then he cried, and Sis cried, and
I erl—, I— Dern him! you can bet yer
life 1 didn't ery!” And as the boy
spoke, the lips quivered into stern com-
pression, the little hands gripped closer
at his side, but for all that the flashing
eyes grew blurred and the lids dropped
downward.

“That's a boss shine on them shoes.”

1 was mechanically telling over in
my hand the three small coins I hid
drawn from my pocket.

“That is & nice job!" sald 1 gozing
with an unusual show of admiration at
the work; “and I thought,” continued
I, with resl regret, “that 1 had two
dimes and o nickel there, and was
thinking that, a8 these were Christmas |
times, I'd just give you a quarter for
your work"

“Honeest, Cap?”

“Honest!" I repeated, “but the fact
is the two dimes, as I thought they
were, are only two three-cent pleces, go
I have only eleven cents in change,
after all.” i

“Bpect they'd change a bill fer-you
'crost thero at the lunch counter,” he
suggested, with charming artlessness.

“Won't have time—there's my traln
Just coupling. But tuke this—I'll see
you agein some time, perhaps.”

“How big a bill s it you want
changed?” asked the little fellow, with
8 most acquisitive expression, and a
swilt glance at our then lonely sur
roundings,

“I only have one bill with me,” sald
I, nervously, "and that's a five.”

“Well, here, then,” said the boy, hur
riedly, with another and more scrutin.
izing glance about him—"guess I can
‘commmodalé you."..And .as I turned
.in wonder, he drew from some myster}
Jous recess in the lining of his coat s
roll of bills, from .which he hastily de
tached four in number, then returned
the roll; and before I had recoverec
from my surprise, he had .whisked the
note from my fingers and left in my
hand instead the proper change.-

* “This is on the: dead, now,:Cap
Don't you ever cheep about me havin
wealth, you know; ‘cause it ain’t mint

—that 1is, it 1s' ming; but I'm. a—f

There goes yer train..-Tatafh - | .,

“The day before CHristmas,” said I
Enaiciing his hand, and speaking hur
riedly—*‘the day befora Christmas, T'nm

coming back, and {f’you'll:'be- here |

when the five-thirty train rolls in you'l
find-.a men that -wants shis: boots
blacked—maybe to get. married (n, or
something—anyway he'll.-want a shine
like:thls, and .he'll come prépared tc
pay ibs highest market price—d) you
understand? - .

. "¥ou Jigt tell that. feller: fer me,"
eaid: the boy, ‘eclipsing the twinkle of
ote éye, and dropping.his voice to an
inflection’of strictest confidence—"you
~And you'llimeet him, aure?” sald L
T will," sald-the boy. " And e kept
Rls word.! " il oL i e e T
G e LIRS Bt B : ’_'.-.. e
My -ride home was.an incoherent
fluttering of the wings of .time, in
which “travall ‘one fraiful hour was

lessly;  then moan, roll’oyer and kick
ont’ its ‘legs and sprawl:about; ‘then
crawl’a'lilla—ataggar:ta fia téel and
totter cn; then-tumbla down a;time or
two'.and knock its empty head ‘against
the floor and howl; then loom up awk:
wardly on'gangling Tegs, too much in

(AT I

barked upon some ploasant trip, per
haps; had them rattle off In scraps of
£0D0g, or lghtly twit us witu some dear
oOpe's mame, Or even g0 =0 fer as to
laugh at us and mock & far gome real
or fancied dereliction of car etiquette.
I shall ever have good reason to re-
member how once upon & time a boy
of fourteen, ihough greatly undersizad,
told the conductoy Be was only ten,
and, although the unsuspecting official

accepted the statement as a truth,|;

with the proper reductlon in the fare,
the car-wheels called that boy a “lar”
for 20 miles—and 20 miles as long and
tedious as he has ever compassed in
his journey through this vale of tears.

-The ~ir-wheels on this bitter winter
evening were not a2t all communica-
tive. They were sullen and morose.
They didn't feel like singing, and they.
wouldn't laugh. They had no jokes,
end If there was one pecullar quality
of tone they possessed In any marked
degree it was that of sneering. They.

had a harsh, digcordant snarl, as'it
%eemed, and were spiteful and insinu-
ating, Ly R
The topio they. had chosen for that
jight's.consideration was evidently of
8 very complex and mysteriolis atire,
and they gnawed and mumbled aé'it
with such flerceness and; withal, stich
3elfishness, X could only éaich a fiying
fragment of.it now and then, and that,
[ noticed, was vZ the coarsest -fiber of
intelligence, avd of slangy. flaver, Lis-
tening: with ‘e most ‘painful interest,

I'at last made out the fact that thein- | ¢

fection seemed to be in the interrogs-
lve, “and, with ‘mnsisty:the mostiin-
tense, I slgwiy came to comprehend
that they were desirous of ascertain-
Ing the etnct distance batiwesn two
given  polats, bl ihs | proposition
seemed determined: not to round into
fuller significance than to query-mpck-

Ingly, -"How . fup-is it?: How. fur is it? | éhps

How. fur, how. fur I8 itT7:and 50'0n to

& moat ;exasperating Humit. —As -this | cel}

senseless phrase was repeatsd and re-
Iterated in its growipg harshness and
unchanging ipionation, the:relentiess
pertinacity ‘of the query’grew. slmpiy
agonizing, ahd when at times’ the céar
door opened:to admit a brakeman,.br

the traln-boy, ‘who had everything to] to’

sell but what I wantad, the emphasised
refrain: would' lift me from  my; feat
and drag me-up. and down:the . ale. |
When the phrage did evertinlly writhe

. 2 1
8¥éps out there fer half an hour. You
bet I had my. eye on you, all the same,
though!" .

:"“You hiad, eh?" I exclaimed, gladly,

although I instinetively surmised his
highest intsreat in me was centered fn
my. pocketbooX., “You had, eh?’ I.ro-
peated with more earnestness. ‘“Well,
I'm glgd of that, Charlie—or, what ia
your name?"
: ‘“Bquatty,” sald the boy. Then no-
tielng the look of surprise upon my
face, he added soberly: "“That ain't my
sure-enough name, you know; that's
what the boys calls me. Sis calls me
Jamesy."

“Well, Jamesy,” I contluued, button-
{ng my coliar end drawing on my
gloves, “I'm mighty glad to see you,
and If you don't believe it, just go
down in that right-hand overcoat-pock-
et and you'll find out.”

The little fellow neded no second in-
vitation, and as e drew forth a closaly
folded package the look of curiosity
upon his face deepened to one of blank
bewilderment.

He made no motlon to untie the lit-|:

tle package, and graduslly the expres-
sion In his eyes changed to one ot sus-
plclon and. his lips closed tightly to-
gether.

“Open 1t,” sald T; pmiling at the r;lux-

-{ gled little face; “open it—it's for you.”

“Oh, here, cap,” said the boy, drop-
ping the package on the- seat, and
holding .yp a rigld finger, “you're' a-
givin''me this, aln't you?” :

“I'm glving you the package, cer-
tainly,” gaid I, somewhat bewlidered.
“Open {t—it's a Christmas present for
You—open 1t!:' 203

“What's your idy o’ layin' fer n:e?”
asked the boy, with a troubled and un-
easy air. “I've been a-glvin' you square
buainezs right along, aln't 17" ;
- :“Why, Jamesy," gald 1, as.1 vaguely
comprebended 'the real drift of his
thought, “the package ts for you, and
if 'you won't opén.it, I will” and a8 I
Spoke-I began unfoiding it. “Here”
said I, “is a pair of gloves a little girl
abuiit your size told me to give to you,
bieause I was telling her about you,
over where I live, and it's ‘a clear
case,’ " and I laughed 1ightly to myzelf
as I noticed.a plow flush creeping to
his . face. . “And. here," eald I, “ia a'
bang-up , palr; of good - old-fashionod
8qcks, and, if they'll fit you, there's an
old woman thdf, wedrs specs.and a
mole on her noiie, told me- to tell you,
for her, that she imit them for.your
Christinas present, and: 10 you don't
wearithem she'll' sever forgive .you.
And-here,” I continngd, “Is a cap, as
fassy aa a woolly-wordi, and!as; warth
a.cap; T reckon, as you ever. stood on
ead In;:it's-a cheap dap,-but I
hought - with. .y, own  money, and

ney; that 1.worked flghty. hard to
oXaln't tich: now, i1 waa
d. buy’yobt & plug;: but I'ye
that- thislittle, old, woolly cap,
sbobe ta it, and er 1080

“ qald 3, By own yoice TOW
ﬁ!:ohl_;'lm._. “woi't you taka
to?. ‘They are.youra; :you
, Jamesy, not because

fine,” I' continudd,
nnd‘qql_‘dlng_ﬂuﬁ;th :
L)

round fnto ‘form and shape more- tin- | der’ I

gible, my reifef -was:such that; 15
down; and in'my fanty framedl & ges
'“-GTQ;:. ‘;ﬁ'_!; i-h;‘:'wﬁ:‘__! _I:-_ll,__v.v .
hummed with: it, In: an uhdertons;

dismal satisfaction:;: ;- i

‘ed; #for I must go now:
‘Just thinking what?"

ut I've got

| ‘nnzl.t_h e

/80, very. mch, or be- | O

'

. 3
in the clty, and 1 dometimes sleep
there, when 1 work late.

And now
want to ask s very special favor of
you,” I continued, taking a 1ttl
sealed packet from my pocket: “here’

& little box that you'ss to taks o 2l

with my compliments—the compli-
ments of the season, you understand|
--and tell her I sent it, with particus
lgr directions that she shouldn't break

Jt open till Christmas morning—not.
Hll Christmas morning; understandf,

Then you tell her that I would ke
very much to come and see her, and
12 she says all right—end you must
glve me a good ‘send-off,’ and she'l}
gay all right if ‘Jamesy’ says all right
—then.come back here, say two hours,
from nsw, or three hours, or tonight,
anyway, and we'll go down and 800,
Bia together—what do you say?" :
The boy nodded dublously. ‘'Hon+
6st—must I do all that, sure enough?"
“Will you?" paid I; “that's wiat

,want to know;" and I pushed baclg
ithe dusky little face and looked into
‘the bewildered eyes. |

“Solid?” he queried, gravely. i

“Solld," I repeated, hdnding him:
the box. “Will you come?"’ |

“W'y, 'course I will, on'y. I was
a-thinkin‘—"

“Just thinking what?" said 1, as
the little fellow paused abruptly and|
shook the box auspiclously at-hul
ear. “Just thinking what?''I répeats
g006-by.—

Jist

*'Oh, nothin’,” eaid the boy, backing
off and staring at me fn & phase of

iwonder akin to awe—"Nothin’, ott’y [
‘was_ jlst a-thinkin' that you was.a lit-

tle the curiousest rooster I ever eee.”

" Thypee hburs, later, as I sat alone,
,he came In upon me tipidly to say he

had .not been home yet, having “run

‘acrost the old man jist-a-bilin’, and
'had to git -him corralled 'fore .he

dropped down som'er’s in the snow;!-

‘but I'm a-gittin’ 'long bully with him

now,” he sdded with a deep sigh’ of
rellef, “'cause he's so full he'll hat to
lst _go purty soon. * Say _you'll be
bera?” ! |

I-nodded silently, and he was gone.
. The -merry peals of laughter rang
up from the streeis like mockery. .The,

Jingling of bells, the:clatter and coms

fuslon of the swarming thoroughtares,
fiung up to me not one glad: murmur
of delight; the falut snd far-off blar
ing of a dreamy waltz, blown breese-
like over the drowsy €ar-of niglt, had

‘sounded sweeter to ‘ms had ‘I stood

amidit:the band, with every bellawrs
ing hom about.my ears, and the drims
and’ clashing .cymbals-howling. mad.'

-1: couldn’t: work, 1. conlda’t i read;I
cbuldn't rest; I could only pace about.
1. heard the <lock strike. ten,-anid
strike it hard; 1'heard it strike elavés,
viclously;. and twelve it- hold.out &t
&I’ Jength, and struck - it full - b
tWeen the eyes, and lst it diop—e
dead, .01 srw.the blood,poze; ftom
ita ears, and saw:the’ white foam

ees. - pan’ite Updl., 1 Was. alGhs=—
&lone! S fey

-1t waa threé, 'click betord tha boy,
W“. h _":"I AT 3 ‘ %
!"*“Béen a lIong while,” he began, ‘but

4:hAd & fearful time with the'¢ld min;

dnd.he went on'so when I.4id git him
m:-_l_;:a_.l ‘oot iafeard to lesva Kim.
but ho kind o’ went to: gleep, at last,
she. come over g@s;ﬁ How

hEis  was a-gittin’; and Sis ' sald. aHb'a

like to ses vou it yon'd soms now, vou
know, while, they atn't no rasket goin’

W

th”

coat ,clogely . at. the ont,  “I.Am
FaRdy:l ARt -ﬁoﬂmm We had
Mhnhd;.;m trosty ﬂ-'-ﬂl T Wo




